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KRAFT FUDGIES are nice to bite 
into, creamy good, wonderful tasting! 
Different from any other candy. Choose 
Chocolate Fudqies in gold foil. Vanilla 
in silver. 'You’ll love ’em I 

Try Krafts wonderful Caramels and Marshmallows.too! 



ROY ROGERS 




IT'S COOLER 
IN HERE l 



YES L THE WALLS 
GIVE A LOT OF 
^ SHAPE. 1 a 



TONIGHT, WE'LL SLEEP ON TOP OF THE 
WALL — OUT OF THE WAY OF 
— PROWLING 

Bfl WEST t&L lions ‘a 



WITH BULLET 
ON GUARD, NO 
LION WILL BE CLIMBING 
UP TO VISIT US, I . 
GUESS ‘ Ji 



THAT MAN WHO 
SHOT AT US WHEN 
WE FIRST •« 
LANDED LEFT 1 

US SOMETHING. ) 

PAP ! 



YES — - THESE OLD SHOVELS 
WE CAN GET TO WORK WITH 
THEM RIGHT AWAY, SON » . 



THE GROUND INSIDE THE ^ 
TEMPLE HAS BEEN PRETTY 

WELL DUG OVER . . . - ,gf 

LET'S TRY ONE OF 

THE SMALLER RUINS.'} Jij 
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OiV A SIGHT-SEEING TRIP IN A CHARTERED PLANE ACROSS 
AFRICA 'S KALAHARI DESERT, ROY ROGERS AND HIS SON 

DUSTY DISCOVERED A GROUP OF MYSTERIOUS RUINS 

AND SOME LONG- BURIED GOLDEN TRINKETS. NON THEY 
ARE READY FoR A REAL TREASURE HUNT. . . 



DAD, WHERE ARE WE 
GOING TO CAMP, 

WHILE WE'RE 
EXPLORING 12 



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMIC 



MACBUDDHA SCANS 





WE MIGHT START PIG6ING AT THE 
FOOT OF THOSE BROKEN WALLS/ 
NEAR THE TOWER 



GOLLY, I WONDER 
HOW MANY OF THESE 
OLD RUINS UAVE BEEN 
COVERED UP 8Y 
‘.DRIFTING SAND ? > 



PROBABLY MOST OF THEM! DESERT SAND IS ALWAYS 

SHIFTING COVERING AND UNCOVERING WHATEVER 

IS IN ITS PATH ! IT'S FULL OF LOTS OF STRANGE A 
THINGS, DUSTY... SECRETS IN THE SAND 



YEOW / 



'RKKR-UFF? 



GRRfcRH : 



DAD.' ARE 
ARE THEY , 
AUVE *? J 



NO ! BUT THEY'RE 
CERTAINLY r- 

\ LIFELIKE . 1 ) 



THE SHIFTING 
SAND MUST 
HAVE JUST 
UNCOVERED 
THEM. ..ONE 
OF THE’ « 
SECRETS , * 

LIKE YOU 
SAID, DAD ! 
WHAT ARE 
THEY MADE 
j. OF 7 / 



TOOLED SOLID BRASS, I THINK 
LET'S GET BUSY WITH OUR 
SHOVELS, DUSTY' 




IT'S A WHOLE STATUE, DAO 
WITH A CROWN AND 

BREASTPLATE 1 I 

LIKE AN OLD - 1 _ 

TIME KING ! /' fT* 



DUSTY, THIS IS A REAL 
FIND ! ANY MUSEUM 
WOULD GIVE THOUSANDS 
TO GET ONE OF THESE , 
CARVINGS.' 



THAT BOX ON 
HIS LAP — I 
WONDER WHAT'S 
IN IT ’ > 



YOU'RE 

RIGHT, 

DUSTY 



IT'S SOME SORT \ LOOKS LIKE IT'S PURE GOLD, 
OF MASK /AND l DUSTY ' 

it's Heavy • y v . — 



YOU'VE 
GOT 
IT, DAD 



WHO 

WOULD 

wtaa 

A MASK 
LIKE 
THAT? 



SOME PRIEST OF A LONG-FORGOTTEN 
RELIGION, PERHAPS ! SEE, DUSTY 

THE FEATURES ARE THE 

SAME AS THOSE OF THE DARK > 
KING ! 



T WONDER IF \ 

the othbr i 

KIN66 HAVE 
GOLDEN MASKS, 
DAD? 



THERE'S ONE WAY TO FIND 

OUT, SON IF YOU DON'T 

MIND SOME MORE HOT 
■ WORK IN THE SUN 





THEY'LL BE MOVED, WHEN WE REPORT 
THEM TO THE GOVERNMENT ‘ . 



THREE RINGS ^ 

THREE GOLDEN MASKS l 
THEY PUB PRETTY 
WONDERFUL, BUT \ 
THEY'RE TOO HEAVY ) y 
TO MOVE t S' 



OOOOM* OOOOMf 
OO0OO00OM I * 



BUT WE'D 
BETTER GET 
BACK TO THE 
TEMPLE WALL. 
THAT'S A 
HUNTING 
k LION.' / 



ALL aT ONCE THE SURROUNDING BUSH ECHOES AND 
RESOUNDS WITH THE EARTH - S HR ICING ROARS Of 
HUNTING LEASTS I ~ 7~U 



\ oOOOOO**'. 
UN.' UN! UN 



uRRRH! 



LET’S TAKE 
THE MASKS 
WITH US. 
DAP i A 



ALL RIGHT, DUSTY; 
THOUGH I'M SURE 
THEY'D BE SAFE 
ENOUGH HERE ! a 



On the rop of the temple wall, m'S cawrire sheds 

A CIRCLE Of COZY LIGHT... 



GOLLY, THE NIGHT DROPPED 
ONTO US ALL OF A SUDDEN, 
WITHOUT MUCH TW I LI GHT 
SPY/ ISN’T SUPPER 4 

ready ) 

. YET? 



IT WILL BE - — IN TWO 
MINUTES .' AND 1 RECKON 
WE’VE EPRNED IT, 
DUSTY.' 




SORRY THEY DON'T 
DEHYDRATE DOS 
BONES l BUT HERE'S 
SOME MEAT, BULLET' 



WHY 
BUILD 
UP THE 
PiCfe. 
DAD? 



UMMMMM ! THIS 
DEHYDRATED FOOD 
5URE TASTES GOOD 
WHEN YOU'RE ^ 
HUNGRY/ X\ 



TO DISCOURAGE ANY PROWLING 
LEOPARD, WHO MIGHT GIVE BULLET 
A BAD TIME ! I SAW LEOPARD > 
TRACKS ALL AROUND THE 
Hi WALL TODAY ! JK%2 



A MILE AWAY ON THE DESERT, HARI SINGH, AN ASIATIC 
OP MIXED BLOOD, HALTS HIS LIMPING VEHICLE AND 
STARES OT ROY S DISTANT CAMPFIRE .. . 



Most op har! singh's business is 

BUYING AND SELLING IVORY 

OUTSIDE THE LAV/. HE USES 
MOONLIGHT AND DESERT TRAILS.. . 



ONLY WHITE MEN WOULD MAKE A 
FIRE ON THE WALL OF THE GREAT 
RUIN f IT MIGHT PAY ME TO VISIT 
^ — -- - n THEM. UNSEEN 



CHv& I tHUCrl 



AND HE IS NOT ABOVE STEALING 
OR MURDER FOR PROFIT . • 



I SEE ’ 
ONLY TWO 
BY THE FIRE 
— ASLEEP/ 
THAT MAKES 
MY VISIT 
EASIER! 




AND Moves Dom THE ROW op STONE 
carvings which decorate rue ancient 
wan... 



Strange animal scents, borne on the night 

BREEZE, KEEP BULLET AWAKE . . . SILENTLY HE 
GETS TO HIS FEET . . . 



SMfrFfF/ 



THE asm TIC MOVES SWIFTLY, SOUNDLESSLY- 



A MOMENT LATER, HfiRI SINGH'S DARK EYES 
TIRE RIVETED BY THE GLEAM OF GOLD/ 



8irr in the <sa tew ay, he is spotted 



■ AND RETURNS 



DOWN THE RUINOUS 
INSIDE STAIRWAY, 
WITH HIS BUNDLE, 
HARDLY 
DISTURBING 
THE DUST ON , 
THE STONES! 



AND STOPPED — - BY ANOTHER PROWLER ! 



4aa6ur<shi s 





THERE HE GOES, 

PUSTy A BIG 

LION ! HE MUST HAVE 
SNARLED AT OUR SCENT 
. OR AT BULLET'S J 



/N THE EXCITEMENT, NEITHER ROY NoR DUSTY 
NOTICE THE MffSXS NR£ MISSING ! 



DO YOU THINK >OU CAN \ SURE, PAD 

GO BACK TO SLEEP, SON? I IF BULLET WILL 

... ,rj/ LAY OFF LIONS 

\ J , FOR A WHILE i 
laBgg«g Sill/ . ’ \ TAKE IT EASY, 
jess**. ' \ BULLET ; > 



But in the morning. 



MASKS ? WE LAID 
THEM ON A TOWEL, 
HERE.' WiLLJ 
THAT’S GUEER 1 



DAD THE MASKS! 

THE GOLDEN MASKS — „ 

MNIR6 ASS THEY* 




THEY DIDN'T GET PUSHED 
OVER THE EDGE, OR THEY'D 
BE IN PLAIN SIGHT i , 



BUT WHO 

COULD HAVE 

Taken them 

WITHOUT 
BULLET \ 
KNOWING ) ’ 
- IT 1 JS 



IT COULD HAVE ^ 
HAPPENED WHEN 
BULLET WAS BARKING 
AT THE LION / ^ 

ANYHOW, A «| 
THIEF WOULD %SJ| 
HAVE TO USE flfljfl 

this mm 

STAIRWAY/ JBm 



f AND HE'D 
I HAVE TO 
k LEAVE 
TRACKS 

SOMeWtiSRS, 

. dad; 



HOLD ON A MINUTE, SON / 
THAT THIEF HAS BEEN 
GONE A LONGTIME / WE'LL 
NEED TO CARRY WATER 
AND A LITTLE FOOD... 



SCENT, BULLET ! 
WE'LL TRACK HIM 
DOWN / NOW ; 



HERE IT IS, DUSTY 

A TRACK MADE 

BY SOME KIND OF 

MOCCASIN LAST 

. NIGHT/ 



I'LL GET 
THE 

canteens; 



Hi MILE FROM THE RUINS, 



TIRE TRACKS! 

HE HAD A CAR ! , 



I WAS WRONG, 
DUSTY ! THIS IS 
THE END OF HIS 
TRAIL— FOR , 



WHERE WOULD A THIEF HEAD FOR, 
WITH THREE GOLDEN MASKS, DAD? 
THERE'S NO TOWN IN HUNDREDS . 
OF MILES/ — — — 



THE TRAIL 
WILLTELL 



•'■yy *• 



ml' Vii ,-'1 


i ■ & 






pal 


W f 




IT IS ON THE OTHER SlO£ 

OF THAT PA TCH OF BUSH 



UEy! THAT 
SOUNDS 
LIRE A 

cans 

sranreR? 



Hi, there: 



THAT'S OUR 
GOOD LUCK 



HIS CAR MUST 
HAVE BROKEN 
DOWN ! m 





ttfLDlY, 6INGH WRENCHES TUB STEERING 



THE LCIHD- ROVER SPINS BREWING WE GRIP 

OF BULLET'S PflWS ON THE POOR ! r — 



WHEEL. 



GOOD 80 V, BULLET 
WOLD MM ! ' 



’ijAAARRieH] 
RARflH! ‘ 



DROP THAT KNIFE 



HERE ARE THE BASICS, DUSTY - — ON TOP 



ALL RIGHT, BULLET 



OF SOME ELEPHANT TUSKS, WHICH PUTS 
TUIS CHARACTER OUTSIDE THE LAW i > 



WATCH HIM WHILE 
I TIE HIS HANDS !i 



WHAT ARE 
WE GOING TO 
DO WITH m, 
DAD"? 




PROM HERE ON, I DON'T 
QUITE KNOW WUOTTQ 
po wrru our prisoner, 

PU5TY WE’RE NOT 

police ; y 



THE FIRST THING WE’LL PO IS DRWE 

BACK TO THE RUINS IF THIS JUNK 

HEAP WILL START .’ I THINK IT'S ONLY 
-1- . , STALLED 1 v 




Swiftly, expertly wm simgm w as 

WORKED MIS WRISTS FREE, IN THE 
MOMENTS HE IS LEFT ALONE '.AND NOW.. 



1 GUESS THE NEXT THING IS 

TO GET BREAKFAST AND 

FIND A SAFE PLACE FOR THE 
MASKS ! AFTER THAT WE 
v CAN DECIDE ON THE REST... 



WE MlGUT 
AS WELL LET 
HIM GO.' — 

BUUBTf 
COMB , 

, BUCK* 



HE'S 

GETTING 

AWAY.' 






THAT LAND - ROVER 
HIT SOMETHING 
PRETTY HARP, BY 
THE SOUND ' 



HE DIDN'T 
KNOW ABOUT 




"Boys," called Sam Newman, foreman of fhe 
Double-S, as he reined up at the corral with 
a stranger. "Meet Jerry Kaluka, our new hand. 
He hails from Hawaii and has hired on to help 
us with the cattle drive." 

Darb Downer, a born bully, but an experi- 
enced ranch hand, snorted loudly as he 
looked the stranger over, "If you're from 
Hawaii, how about doing a hula for us?" 

. "Maybe I will some day," Jerry laughed 
good-naturedly. "I was broughftip on a cattle 
ranch in Hawaii, but every islander, ranch 
hands included, knows how to do some kind 
of dance, whether it is a hula, a war dance, 
or a sword dance." 

"Yeah?" Darb growled, his joke gone sour. 
"Well, knowing how to dance won't do you 
a bit of good on the trail, believe me!" 

In the weeks that followed, Jerry proved 
to be a capable cowboy, and he even won 
Darb's somewhat begrudging respect. 

One day, when the drive reached the banks 
of a raging river, Sam halted the herd and 
called Darb to lodk at the rushing waters. 

"They must have had a whopper of a storm 
up north to bring this much water down," he 
sighed, realizing the delay the flooded stream 
would cause. 

"We'd better graze here for a few days 
until it calms down," Darb suggested. "The 
only way we can bypass it is to cut across 
Black Cloud's territory, and he'd charge a 
hundred head of cattle for the privilege." 

"There isn't more than a day's forage here 
for the herd," Sam mused. "I think I'll take 
Jerry with me and go powwow with Black 
Cloud. Maybe I can talk him into a more 
reasonable figure than a hundred head to 
let us cross his land." 

"Boss, why don't you let me come with 
you instead of Jerry," Darb urged. "I can talk 
Black Cloud's lingo, too!" 

"No, Darb, I'm leaving you in charge of 
the herd,"' Sam replied. "I want Jerry to see 
the inside of an Indian camp. It'll be useful 



experience if he's going to stay here very 
long." 

Darb nodded thoughtfully, inwardly very 
pleased that Sam had picked him to be re- 
sponsible for the herd. 

The evening fires were just being lighted 
when Sam rode back into camp alone. 

"What happened?'' Darb asked as Sam dis- 
mounted. "Where’s Jerry?" 

"He's back there teaching Black Cloud's 
braves the Hawaiian war dance!" Sam grinned. 
' As Darb gasped with amazement, Sam went 
on to explain. "Before we could powwow, we 
had to sit through the customary ceremonial 
dances, then just as I was explaining what 
we wanted tq Black Cloud, Jerry jumps up 
and starts putting on a dance of his own, to 
return the favor, I- guess. 

"The braves got all excited about this new 
way of dancing, and the next thing I knew 
Black Cloud agreed to let us cross his land 
without paying a single head of cattle. ..that 
is if Jerry would stay behind and teach thegi 
his dance!" 

"What!" Darb exclaimed. "Black Cloud must 
have a powerful reason to make a bargain as 
fruitless as that!" 

"He does," Sam explained. "It seems that 
in a couple of weeks there is going to be a 
big celebration with tribes from the whole 
territory. There'll bp the usual contests of 
strength and skill, but the big event will be 
war dances at night. 

"They figure it'll bring them a lot of honor 
to show the others that they know how to 
dance the war dance of a people who lives 
far across the great waters." 

Darb turned to the cowboys who had 
gathered around. "You heard me tell Jerry 
th'at knowing how to dance wouldn't do him a 
.bit of good out here, but I guess I was wrong. 
When he catches up with us. I'm going to 
get him to show us that war dance, too. And 
the first one of you that cracks a smile will 
get his nose broken! Savvy?" 



DALE EVANS 




mss mos? 




WE'RE NEW TO THIS 
. COUNTRY MISS, AND I GUESS 
( WE’RE LOST' WE WANT TO 
GOTO PA! LITE HOLLOW... BEEN 
PROMISED A BIQ JOB 
II 1, THERE/ 



BUT 
PAIUTE 
HOLLOW 
IS A 
GHOST- 
TOWN! 



MOPN/N6 
PALE 
/ S 



THIS FELLER BROWN 
SAID HE'D MEET ME 
THERE / HE'S GOT 
A SPREAD NEARBY.' 



YEP? NAME'S PRANK- 
MOSS/ THIS IS JANE, 
/Vi Y NIECE „,SHE LIVES 
^ WITH ME / 



I I HAVE TO PASS 
|THE HOLLOW ON 
MY WAY, SO I'LL 
I BE GLAD TO SHOW 
I YOU THE ROAD.' 



I'M DALE } 
EVANS/ ARE 
YOU ME. 

. FIX-IT? i 



'YOU FOLKS CAN SO ON... A — . 
JUST KEEP ON THE LOOKOUT 
FOR A LONE RIDER, WEARIN' 

A FANCY (SUNBELT. COVERED 
WITH TURQUOISES/ 

» — — — > his 

. nur name's 

CAL 

9V ^V, SV CROFT, 

\ wkv K,LLBfZ/ 



'MORNING, \ WE'RE STOPPIN' EVERYONE, 
SAM WHAT'S \ DALE, LOOKIN' FORA 
GOING ON HERE? ) GUNSLINGER WHO STOLE 

— : v r — / A MONEY BOX FROM A 

\\ W WELLS FARGO STAGE IN 

\\ / MONTANA/ HEARD HE 

H|g\ > W WAS HEADIN’ THIS WAY.' 



stoppep 

ON THE 
POAP BY 
GTPAHGEPS 







... SORRY: 
X THOUGHT 
VOU WERE 
PALLING.,./ 



SOUNDS 
MIGHTY GO OP 
TO ME, JANE... 
AND BUTTERMILK 
NEEDS A REST 
ANP WATER./ 
THIS LOOKS 
y, LIKE A GIOOP 
^7 SPOT.,. LET'S 
STOP HERE! 





When fpphml leads the houses 
to A STEEAHI... 

! X HAVE A FEELING 
I SOMETHING'S WRONG, 

I JANE... THAT'S WHY T 




NOW X 
FEEL LIKE A 
PP/SOMEK! 
UNCLE FRANK 
HAS VISITORS 
AT NIGHT, 
WHEN HE'S 
HOME... BUT 
X NEVER SEE 
THEM' THERE'S 
SOMETHING 
STPANGE 
ABOUT HIS 
TRIPS AND 
THIS WAGON.' 







PLEASE DON'T GO V 
IN THERE PALE- / N 

UNCLE FRANK DOESN'T 
ALLOW ANYBODY INSIDE 
THE WAGON,., NOT 
f EVEN Ale/ grafifk ' 



THIS IS OUR ONE: 
CHANCE TO SEE 
WHAT'S IN HERE' 
—7 COME ON ! 





I THINK WE'RE 
ABOUT TO SOLVE 

THE MYSTERY , 
ABOUT TOUR UNCLES 
TRIPS AND THIS 
WAGON/... NOW, 
HERE'S MV PLAN..,! 




LAWMEN ARE COVERING THE WHOLE 
TERRITORY, LOOKING FOR YOU, CAL../ 
YOU'D BETTER LIE LOW AT MY PLACE 
l FOR A WHILE/ GET IN THE WAGON 
AND LET'S /MOVE / r— ^ — 



YOU SURE TOOK A 
LONG TIME GETTING 
HERE, FRANK.' S 



After. 

the 

NOOMPAY 
/HEAL, 
PALE 
SAVE 
EOPP-BYE 
AMP 
F/PES 
AWAY... 
BUT 
SHE 
HEADS 
EOF 
PA/UTE 
HOLLOW . 
AA/P 
WAITS < 
(JA/TLL, 
F/MALLY. 






Dale slips 

AWAY AMP PIPES 
BACH. TP JAMS.. 



EVERYTHINGS WORK1N' OUT 
FINE, CAL /-THE GIRL'S BACK BY 
THE ROAD... SHE WANTED TO 
PICK BERRIES FOR DINNER < 
^ ? THE LAW WON'T 'STOP 

L / THE WAGON WITH -r-> 

WArnF* \ HER ON IT/ ) ' 



YOUR UNCLE 
MET CAL. 
CAOFT, THE 



STAGE ROBBER, 

JANE... THEY'RE 
HEADING SACK HERE 
NOW/ IT'S WORKING 
^ LIKE WE PLANNED! 




JL FEW M/NUTES LATER. TEE INAOON_ 
RETURNS, ANP FRANK CALLS TCP JANE, 
WHO /S OUT OF 




Dale- t/es the robber 

WITH A/S OWN TURQUO/SE BELT.. 




HOLP IT. NUSTER/ I'UU TAKE YOUR 
GUN,.. AND YOU CAN PUT JANE DOWN 
NOW.' THEN WE'LL PRIVE YOU AND 
_-7 YOUR FRIEND AND THE WELLS V- 
-J FARGO MONEY TO TOWN/ J 




' 1 HAD A HUNCH SOMETHING WAS 
WRONG WHEN T SAW YOUR. SCAREP 
FACE JANE / BUT EVERYTHING'S 
I ALU RIGHT NOW, AND THE REWARP 
LmONEY WILL HELP YOU GET v 
^ SETTLED TEACHING AGAIN/ Y 



AAR. FIX-)T'S JOBS WERE 
ODD t ALL RIGHT/ HE'S BEEN 
USING HIS WAGON TO HAUL 
FUGITIVES AND STOLEN 
T7 GOODS ALL OVER THE^gJ 
K COUNTRY.../ 




The Night 

Everything 

Happened 




Folks who think that life on the Double-R-Bar Ranch is just 
one lazy day after another have another think coming. Not 
only aren't the days lazy — what with all the chores to do 
around the place— but the nights can be mighty exciting, 
too. 

Take this last month, for instance, when we were expect- 
ing another little Trigger to be born. I'd been sleeping 
with half an eye open for about a week, and when I fig- 
ured the time had just about arrived, I bedded down in 
the barn in the stall right next to Buttermilk, who was 
going to be the mama. 

Well, along about three o'clock in the morning, the baby 
Trigger arrived in the world. He was a tiny little fellow 
who looked just like -his dad. By the time I had everything 
fixed up and the mother and baby colt bedded down in 
clean straw, it was just before sunup. 

I rolled up in my blanket again and was just about to 
go to sleep when there was a pounding on the bam door. 
I opened it, and there stood Sandy and Dusty, holding 
lanterns and hollering, "Dad, come quick! Mrs. Bullet just 
had five puppies." I rushed up to the workshop where 
Mrs. Bullet had been staying, and, sure enough, it was 
true. 

Next thing I knew, Dale was calling us for breakfast. 
After we washed up and went in, I asked, "Where are 
Debbie and Dodie?" 

"Land sakes," Dale replied, "they were here just a 
minute ago." 

Then we heard a whooping and a hollering outside. We 
rushed to the patio to find -two of the dirtiest-looking 
children you ever saw. That's right — Debbie and Dodie. 

"Guess what?" they chorused. "We heard our cat, Mrs. 
Jinx, crying under the house, so we crawled down there. 
Look!" 

Each of them held a pair of black and tan kittens! 

Yessir, if you think things are always quiet around the 
Double-R-Bar, you have another think coming. 

Qkszl 

JJT* TO TO* 




Dear Roy: 

I'm always reading about branding and 
brands on cattle, but I really don't under- 
stand what they're for. Can you explain it 
lor me? 



Dear Roy: 

I just got a puppy who looks just like 
Bullet. I've named him Prince, and I hope 
he grows up to be as smart as Bullet, be- 
cause I think Bullet is the greatest dog in 
the world. 



Don W. — Brooklyn- 



Paul K. — Los Angeles 



Dear Don: 

In the early days, before there were fences 
on the range, cattle from all the ranches 
wandered freely over the pastureland. So, 
it became necessary for each rancher to 
identify his own cattle. Branding was the 
method they used. 

' Let me tell you a little more about brand- 
ing, though, because it's one of the most 
interesting features of cowboy work. Did 
you know, for instance, that branding started 
way back . . . about 2,000 years before the 
birth of Christ? Drawings have been found 
on ancient Egyptian tombs picturing the 
process, and, believe it Or not, their methods 
did not differ too much from ours! So, maybe 
it's true that "there's nothing new under the 





Dear Paul: 

I agree with you that Bullet is a great dog, 
but remember one thing — he didn't get that 
way without a lot of care and attention. 
Here are some tips that might help you with 
Prince: 

The first rule in dog care is cleanliness. 
This applies to his food, his shelter, and 
his coal. But don't bathe him too often — 
short-haired dogs twice a month; long-haired 
dogs once a month. Dry him and brush him 
after each bath. 

Dogs need exercise, and they love to play, 
so take him outdoors and run and romp with 
him as much as you can. 

Be careful of your dog's diet. Some foods, 
like starches, raw fish, and pork, are not suit- 
able for dogs. And never give him chicken 
bones to chew on. 

These are just a few ways to make sure of 
having a healthy and happy pet. 



Your friend, 




ROY ROW _ _ 

THE VANISH! W© YKAIliLS 




THAT GOES DOUBLE, BILL! HOWDY, 
- — 7 TOM... BOVS! " 



' I KNEW X WAS RUWN'.NG! 
INTO BIG TROUBLE WHEN I 
SODS INTO VALLEY OTY 
OWE MORNING AND SAW 
UNITED STATES MARSHAL 
Bill TRENT STANDING 
WITH SHERIFF TOM EBAY 
AND A GROUP OP GRIAt- 
FACED RANCHERS IN 
PROMT OF THE SWEBFF5, 
OFFICE!" 



I STOPPED TO SEE TOM AND BREAK \ 
THE LONG RIDE HOME! WHAT BRINGS I 
-7 VW TO VALLEV CITV, BILL? r x 



THE SHERIFF SENT 
FOR ME! I ARRIVED 
ABOUT AN HOUR AGO! 



RUSTLERS ARE RAIDING THE VALLEY ” 
RANCHES, STEALING THE BEST STEERS 
IN BUNCHES OF FORTY OR FIFTY! 

/ WE HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO CATCH 
( ’EM! SO WE ASKED MARSHAL 
v -~-, . .. TRENT FOR HELP! Jig 



- -i - 



CATTLE^ 



WE DON'T KNOW WHO 
THE RUSTLERS ARE 
OR. WHERE THEY GO! 



WE'VE WORKED TOGETHER XSURE ! I'LL BE GLAD 
BEFORE, ROY! HOW ABOUT JTO HELP! BESIDES, 
LENDING TOM AND ME ^ CURIOUS ABOUT 
s— ? A HAND NOW? ) V THESE VANISHING . 

7 HERDS! 



THEY RUN LEFTOVER 

AND HORSES ACROSS THEIR 
TRACKS TO BLUR THEIR * 
k TRAIL! THEN THEV 
9fc| DISAPPEAR ! _ JPP 




THE LAST RAID WAS A ] I'M BEAL 1 THEY STOLE MY WHOLE 
WEEK AGO AT JOE BEEF HERD! LOSIN' THOSE FORTY 
~7 BEAL'S SPREAD! ,~ r STEERS MEANS LOSIN' MY 
v — RANCH! v^ 



I'VE WORKED THE PLACE ALONE, SINCE 
RA DIED! PA BOUGHT THE SPREAD YEARS 
AGO, WHEN HE HAD TO QUIT FREIGHTIN' 
ACROSS DOOMSDAY DESERT, 

W BECAUSE THE ONLY WATER ' 

40LE 0RIED 



'WE PROMISED THE RANCHERS FAST ACTION, AND 
THEY HEADED FOR HOME!" 



THE THIEVES STEAL ONLY PRIME BEEF STEERS, 
READY FOR MARKET! I'M SURE SOMEBODY'S 
TIPPING THEM OFF! BUT THE BIG MYSTERY IS 

7 HOW THEY GET AWAY AND WHERE THEY r- 

f~ S W TA|!:E 146 CATTLE! T — - 5 



BEAL'S NOT THE ONLY ONE WHO'LL LOSE 
HIS 5PREAD, IF THE RUSTLERS AREN'T 
w STOPPED ! THE WHOLE VALLEY WILL 
r BE RUINED! 



SHERIFF'S 

OFFICE 



"WE STUDIED THE MAP OF GREEN VALLEY, A 
VAST STRETCH OF GRASSY RANGELAND, CLOSED 
IN BY JAGGED, ROCKY HILLS AND THE 
WATERLESS WASTELAND OF DOOMSDAY DESERT!" 



WE'VE KEPT A TWENTY- FOUR HOUR 
GUARD ON THE ONLY THREE CATTLE 
PASSES IN THE HILLS! THEY 
HAVEN'T GONE 
THROUGH! 



(AND WE KNOW 1 
THEY CAN'T CROSS 
L THE DESERT! J 



YAUEY 

c/ry \ 



G8EEH 

VAUEY 






'THEN THE RUSTLERS MOST 
\HAVE A HIDDEN BAGS THROUGH 
i-- THE HILLS l WE'VE 
V TO FIND IT! — *S 



ONCE THERE WERE WELLS AT 
OLD HALF-WAY PORT! BUT THEY 
DRIED UP YEARS AGO AND THE 
FORT WAS ABANDONED! r 



IT WOULD TARE A HERD AT LEAST EIGHT 
DAYS TO CROSS THE DESERT, LONGER IF 
IT RAN INTO SAND STORMS! CATTLE 
CAN'T TRAVEL THAT FAR IN 
/ BLISTERING HEAT WITHOUT ) 

V7 WATER! T "f; , 



OKAY n 
O-DON'T 
SHOOT!/ 



WE'LL NEED A LOT OF 
MEN TO SEARCH THE 
MILES OF HILL " 
r COUNTRY, A 
( MARSHAL! J 



'SOMEBODY'S OUTSIDE 
THAT WINDOW! KEEP 
TALKING, WHILE I 
SLIP OUT AND GRAB 
HIM! v- 




"I LET BEAL GO, AND WENT BACK TO THE SHERIFF'S OFFICE!" 



TAKIN' A SHORT CUT TO 
THE LIVERY STABLE TO 
w GET MY HORSE ! r~ 
« ANYTHING WRONG W 
\ ABOUT THAT, M 
A. ROGERS? A I 



THE LIKELIEST PLACE IS Y 
PROBABLY TASKER'S BAR-T 
SPREAD! HE HAS FIFTY J 
STEERS READY FOR ^ 

7 DELIVERY TO V 

( -_ 7 THE ARMY! ) I 



HAVE YOU ANY IDEA > 
WHERE THE RUSTLERS 
MIGHT STRIKE NEXT, , 
— , TOM ? r 




GOOD IDEA! WHAT 
DO YOU THINK, < 
' TOW T ) I 



IT'S TAKING A LONG CHANCE, BUTT THEN WE'D ^ 
I'M FOR IT 1 IP THE RUSTLERS BETTER MOVE 
WANT THOSE STEERS, THEY'LL I IN TONIGHT !i 
~rj HAVE TO STR’KE SOON l 



WHY DON'T WE TAKE A CHANCE 
ON TRAPPING THE THIEVES AT 
THE BAR-T, BEFORE WE **?■ 
7 START A BLIND SEARCH ) 

( of the Wills? . — 




"THAT NIGHT, AS WE WERE RIDING AWAY FROM TOWN, WE MET 
JOE BEAL 1 " 




"WE LEFT OUR HORSES UNDER COVER AND FOUND A LOOK-OUT SPOT NEAR THE 
BAR-T'S PASTURE-CORRAL, WHICH WAS FILLED WITH SLEEK, FAT CATTLE AND 
GUARDED BV TWO ARMED COWHANDS1" ^ rr 



THOSE GUARDS 



WOULD SURE BE 



il SEE, WITHOUT BEING SEEN 1 WgS 


SURPRISED, IF j 
V THEY KNEW WE / _ 






U -X, WERE HERE! 


- i r -- v 1 





f vou > 

TALKED TOO 
SOON, 
k FELLAH 



IT'S UJCKV BEAL SAW 
'EM HEADIN' THIS WAV' 
7 AND WARNED US! y 



SHALL WE FINISH 
'EM OFF NICE AN' 
~y QUIET, BOSS? c 



NO! TWO OF THEM ARE LAWMEN I THIS'LL HOLD 
THEM TILL WE'RE LONS GONE ! LET'S GET y 
MOVIN' FAST, BOVS! j — 




"TASKER AND THE BAR-T BOVS FOUND US THE NEXT MORNING! THE RUSTLERS HAD NOW 
TURNED KILLERS! ONE OF THE GUARDS WAS DEAD! THE CATTLE WERE GONE, LEAVING NO 

TRAIL BEHIND THEM! * 

mss&a Wfrszaw i SOMEBODY MUST 

m mm m t ° ld tmem m were 

HERE ! THEV KNOCKED US 

'mXmWmm. our before they attacked 

' THE GUARDS! 



BUT NOBODV 
KNEW OUR 
PLAN! r" 




"THE SHERIFF LEFT TO COLLECT A POSSE, WHILE THE 
MARSHAL AND I SEARCHED FOR THE RUSTLERS' TRACKS!" 






7 TAKE IT EASY, BEAL 




WHAT WAS HE 
7 SAVING, , r -' 
:[ rov ? jH 



SOMETHING ABOUT BEING SHOT AND 
AND FINDING REFUGE 1 WE'LL ^ 
te NEVER KNOW WHAT HE 
i MEANT l HE'S GONE! 







'1 LOOKED THROUGH THE COLLECTION OF OLD 
MAPS AND, AT LAST, I FOUND WHAT I WANTED I' 



"LATER, IN TOWN, I WAS TRYING TO FIGURE OUT 
BEAL'S LAST WORDS, WHEN, SUDDENLY, I HAD A 
WILD HUNCH!" 



HERE IT IS, BILL! AN OLD MAP OF THE 
JERRITORY AND DOOMSDAY DESERT! 



WHERE'RE YOU Itef (TO THE LAND OFFICE L C'MON ! 
GOING, ROY? y \l “7’" 



MOST PEOPLE HAVE FORGOTTEN 
ITS REAL NAME, SINCE IT'S 
> ONLY AN ABANDONED r—T ' 
(.RUIN NOW ! .7 - ^ 4^ 



BUT. ROY THE SHERIFF 
CALLED IT OLD HALF-WAY 
■— r FORT ! , 



THERE'S THE OLD FORT IN THE MIDDLE OF 
THE DESERT! LOOK AT ITS NAME! FORT 
REFUGE f I THINK BEAL WAS — 

T, TRYING TO TELL US SOME - V ■ 

K THING ABOUT FORT REFUGE! J 



wuey 

car f 



tht&v 

VAUXY 



DOOMSDAY 

DESERT 



'I'M AFRAID IT'S A WILD-GOOSE 
CHASE, BUT T'lL GO WITH YOU l 



I'M GOING TO FOLLOW MV HUNCH 
AND RIDE OUT THERE, BILL! 
WANT TO COME ALONG T ) 



BEAL SAID HIS FATHER WAS A 
DESERT FREIGHTER YEARS AGO, 
WHEN THERE WAS WATER ON THE 
DESERT! IT WAS CALLED FORT 
REFUSE THEN ! THE BEALS r~" 
PROBABLY NEVER FORGOT k* 
— THE NAME! 




"WE 6TARTED ACROSS THE DESERT AT DAYBREAK NEXT 
/MORNING, TAKING A GOOD SUPPLY OF WATER! SOON AFTER 
NOON, WE RAN INTO A CHOKING, BLINDING SANDSTORM!" 



I THERE'S ALWAYS A WIND ON DOOMSDAY, 'N 
^ BUT THIS IS REALLY A BAD ONE i 




"WE FINALLY FOUND SOME ROCKS AND HUDDLED "AT MID-MORNING THE NEXT DAY, WE FINALLY 
AGAINST THEM UNTIL THE WIND DIED DOWN ! * SAW THE OLD FORT IN THE DISTANCE L" 




WE'LL SOON KNOW WHETHER 
MY HUNCH WAS RIGHT! r~— ' 



LET'S GO, BILL! WE CAN MAKE THE 
FORT TOMORROW MORNING, IF WE 
RIDE ALL NIGHT! 



"WE FOUND ONLY BARREN DESOLATION IN THE RUINS OF THE OLD FORT, HALF-BURIED IN THE DRIFTING SAND!* 





1 LATE IN THE AFTERNOON, WE SAW A CLOUD OF SAND 
ROLLING TOWARD US ACROSS THE FLOOR OF THE DESERT! 1 ' 




(only AN ARMY OF RIDERS COULD STIR UP THAT \ 
— 7 MUCH SAND 1 OR A 



H£RD Of CATTLE! 





"OUR HORSES WERE TIED BEHIND ROCKS OUTSIDE THE FORT, ANO WE WERE WAITING 
INSIDE, WHEN FOUR SAND-COVERED HORSEMEN RODE IN AHEAD OFTHE HERD!" 





" THE THIRD HOMBRE UNCOVERED A 
METAL TROUGH, BURIED INTHESAND 
NEAR THE WALL! 




'•A SHORT TIME LATER, THE COURTYARD WAS PILLED WITH MILLING CATTLE, DRINKING 
THE CLEAR, COOL WATER THAT FLOWED FROM THE HIDDEN WELL INTO THE TROUGH ! * 



LOOK AT THEIR 
BRANDS, BILL! 
THEY'RE THE 
STOLEN BAR-T 
►, STEERS! 



/ WE \ 
f MU6T'VE 
PASSED THEM 
IN THE SAND 
STORM, SO WE 
DIDN'T SEE 
OR HEAR 
V THEM! / 



‘WE WAITED UNTIL THE CATTLE WERE QUIET AND THE 
RUSTLERS WERE EATING !', , — 



(YEP! WITH THIS STOP 
FOR WATER AND FEED, 
THEY CAN CROSS THE 
DESERT! AND THE 
WIND BLOWS THEIR 
V TRACKS AWAY! V 



THIS CLEARS UP THE 
MYSTERY OF THE , 
DISAPPEARING / 
CATTLE ANDTHEIR7 
» VANISHING 
l TRAILS! / ' 



ALL RIGHT... STAND 
UP AND DROP YOUR 
GUN BELTS! MOVE 
StO*/AW£ASV/ 
k GUNSHOTS MIGHT , 
\ STAMPEDE THE / 
V HERD! y 




‘BUT DISREGARDING MY WARNING, ONE MAN FIRED AT ME, AND I 
HAD TO STOP FURTHER GUNPLAY!" _ 



DON'T LET THE CATTLE BREAK 
DOWN THE BARRIER AND GET 
OUT OF THE FORT, BILL! I CAN 
S HANDLE THE MEN! , —* 



FORGET THE 
CATTLE! 
96T '£M, , 

’ soys/... 

OWWtfV/~! 



LOOK OUT 
FOR THE 
STEERS!! 




“WHILE BILL'S GUNSHOTS DROVE THE STAMPEDING CATTLE BACK FROM THE FLIMSY 
BARRIER ACROSS THE FORT'S ENTRANCE, I COVERED THE TERRIFIED RUSTLERS!" 



/ OKAY! X 
STANDSTILL 
AND KEEP 
YOUR HANDS 
HIGH 1 WE'LL 
, TRY TO CALM 
DOWN THE 
v CATTLE I a 



KEEP THE STEERS AWAV FROM) WE'VE DROPPED 
US! THEY'LL TRAMPLE US 1 J 0UR6UNS! WE 
^Q\GIVEUPJ! / 



WE FINALLY QUIETED THE FRIGHTENED CATTLE. 



HE FOLLOWED US! THREATENED 
TO TALK UNLESS WE PAID HIM 
PLENTY, SO HE COULD GET AWAV! 
WE THOUGHT WE'D FINISHED HIM1 
-7 FIGURED HIS HORSE WOULD j 
\ TAKE HIM HOME! 



WE FOUND JOE BEAL 1 WHY'D 
YOU SHOOT HIM ? YOU MIGHT 
^^3 AS WELL TALK NOW! < 



/ BEAL \ 
WORKED FOR ' 
US! HE TURNED 
YELLOW AFTER, 
. THE BAR-T / 
L RAID! y 



'SIX DAYS AFTER I RODE INTO WILEY CITY, 
I WAS READY TO RIDE OUT AGAIN!" 



IT SURE WAS V 
LUCKY FOR US 
THAT YOU < 
STOPPED HERE, 

. ROV! 



NEXT TIME YOU COME THIS WAV, ' 
YOU CAN CUT ACROSS DOOMSDAY 

DESERT, WITH A WATER " 

STOP AT THE WELLS OF ) 

NEW PORT ROGERS! ) 



I'LL BE HEADING 
FOR HOME NOW, 
BOYS! SEE YOU 
V AGAIN SOON, 

T0MJ M 




Train your family to 
shoot properly— have 
sport— with this accurate 
new Daisy Target Special. 

Low first cost; 100 shots for 
5ji! Husky 36 *4" rifle "designed” 
by Camp Perry experts. 1000- 
shot type. A real Family Christ- 
mas Gift! Gun comes with 4 Ap- 
erture Sighting Discs, Cut-To-Fit 
Stock Template, Targets, BBs, 

Tube of Gun Oil, 16-Page Official 
16' Shooting Instruction Book. 

* Send Coupon For FREE 
TRA1NIHG BOOK and CATALOG 

20 PAGE CLUB BROCHURE 
tells how adults, clubs, 
communities train young- 
sters in marksmanship. 

24 PAGE CATALOG de- 
scribes Daisy Training Air 
Rifles from 14.98 to 113.95. 

MAIL NOW! 

DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

ining Dtp!. P-6310, ROGERS, ARKANSAS, U.S.A. 
I enclose 10« coin(s) to help cover postdge-hcn- 
dlingcosh. Send Club brochure. Catalog prepaid. 



! My d Sen Q Daughter A*«<J 



DAISY 

BUllS©EYE BB _ , V4 , 

TARGET PISTOL No.177 *5 

designed for accurate short ' 
range “100 shots for 54" indoor- 
outdoor target work ! 

Published by Training Divisio . 

DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

DEPT. P-6310, ROGERS, ARKANSAS, U.S.A. 






IflU VUE 3 0 VIEWED awl PICW 



sum 



Hey Kids! Ask Sonto for the 
best Christms present of ell- 

B-D FUN SET 



With your Tru-Vue Set, you can have 
more fun than ever with your story- 
book and cartoon friends! Watch all 
your favorites “come alive” in the 
magic of 3-D ... see them in exciting 
picture stories ... so real, it’s almost 
like being in the story yourself. 

Everything you need to see 3-D is 
in your Tru-Vue Fun Set . . . the sturdy, 
colorful, Tru-Vue Junior Viewer, and 
a story card with seven pictures in full 
color. There are four sets, each with a 
different story. Choose from Sleeping 
Beauty, Mighty Mouse, Donald Duck 
and the Lone Ranger . . . and get set 
for fun! 



MORE WONDERFUL TRU-VUE 
GIFTS TO SEE AT YOUR STORE! 



Junior Gift Set 

For hours of 3-D funl Bright gift 



Story Cards 



35c 



SEE TRU-VUE 3-D PICTURE GIFTS AT THE TOY 
COUNTER IN YOUR FAVORITE TOY, VARIETY 
OR DEPARTMENT STORE 



ADDRESS. 





THE BEST CHRISTMAS 
GIFTS ARE ^ 



m * 1 ! 5 






SEE FREE THE EXCITING 
NEW COLOR SOUND 

"MBIT CUT MM 

Produced By 

DAISY in cooperation with 

UNITED STATES AIR FORCE! 

See actual U.S. Air Force Missile 
launchings — young rocket club mem- 
bers experimenting properly with rock- 
ets under adult supervision! Every 
child, parent, teacher should see this 
safety film ! Send coupon for Air Force 
Request Form now— learn how you can 
see "Rocket Club” Movie FREE! 

Csi*' £ 



MAIL COUPON NOW 



HOW lo get YOUR 

PUMP GUN NOW! 

1. Mail coupon for 24- 
page Catalog describing 
all Daisy Air Rifles from 

$4.98 to $13.95! 

2. Lift this page; read 
other Daisy ad below if! 

3. Hand other ad to Dad 

asking him to please read 
it and to mail coupon for 
Free Training Literature. 



DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 

DEPT. 6310, ROGERS. ARKANSAS, U.S.A. 

SINCE IBSt— GUN ANO EQUIPMENT HEADQUARTERS FOR YOUNG AMERICA ” Chong, without Nc 



HERE 
IS 

PUMP 
GUN BOB 
GOT FOR 
CHRISTMAS! 





